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She had come home secretly indignant. It was
wrong that a girl should lead a young man on
when all the time she was married to somebody
like Charles. Hilda Neale would have loved
Charles devotedly and would have remained faith-
ful to him. It hurt her that he could have put
another girl in her place, the place she had always
thought that she would be able to fill.

It was so grossly unfair.

She thought over it all the next day. There
were little things that Doreen did which she knew
signified that last night she and Peter had parted.
Besides, today for the first time for a long while
he had not called, nor had he rung up.

It did not need any very clever deductions to
put two and two together.

Charles was better. He had chafed against the
room upstairs, and at the end of the first week
there had managed to persuade the doctor to let
him hobble down on a couple of sticks. The
weather was suddenly very hot, and it was beau-
tiful on the loggia.

Doreen was very attentive.

One evening when he was there he called her
to his side. " My dear kid, you've been with me
far too much. Lately you have had no fun what-
soever."

** I've been happy with you."

He said, " You're looking quite peaky," and he
touched her face with an appraising finger. " We
can't have this, you know. You're going to that
dance with Peter?**

" No, I got out of it."

"For my sake, Til be bound."